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these usually deserted regions, and as a rule nothing
more was to be got from the peasants whether for
love or money. Of the two I found love to be the
more potent agency* When I had pleaded long
enough on behalf of my wounded, I was almost
invariably successful in the end in getting a few
eggs or a rabbit that had been put by for domestic
requirements, although I confess I had to break the
law at times and pay more than the official maximum
price. But what was the poor pelican to do when he
knew that his young were waiting with wide-open
bills? An even more tragic moment was when
the wounds of the young Czech, which appeared
to have healed up entirely after seven months in
hospital, began to give further trouble.

It took us more than four days to cover those 400
miserable kilometres to Barcelona. When finally
we crossed the frontier at Cerbere, I said to Jan,
the Fleming, who had lost both his legs, " Well,
for you the struggle is over.55 He gave me a
reproachful look.

" No, Comrade," he said, " the struggle goes on."